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The can themselvet are visually unre¬ 
markable. In this affe of kandy-kolored, tan- 
serine-flake, streamline-babies, even a *61 
Plymouth aritfa an outsixed rear end and 
magnesium-rimmed racing slicks hardly qual¬ 
ifies as a timeless curiosity. Nevertheless, 
cars are indubitably whafs happening at 
Bob’s. 

The flow of traffic in and out of the drive- 
in is regulated by two attendants, one sta- 
tiooed at the entrance, the other within the 
lot Jerry, the inside man, wears a green cor¬ 
duroy jacket, jeans, desert boots and tinted 
glasaes. He lo^ like the ardietypal Holly¬ 
wood hippie, but he dissects a sub-culture 
with the precisioa of a social scie n tist 

“Basically,” he says, “we get three kinds of 
kids. First there are the ones with the custom¬ 
ized jobs—lowered chassis, maybe a TV set 
on the dash, a bar or a phone. Those are just 
for show. Then there are the surfer kids—in 


woodies. You know? The station wagons? 
They're the anything-for-a-laugh bunch. Fi- 
ludly there are the kids srith the hot cars. A 
lot of them wear Speed-Master T-shirts. But 
the best way to qwt them is to listen to die 
cars. You can usuaUy tell a hot car just by the 
idle.” 

Earl, one of the customers, is seated in a 
new Mustang munching a hamburger. At 18 
and a veteran of three years at the drive-in, 
Earl qualifies as a sort of elder statesmen 
among street racers. 

‘There’s lots of action around here and lots 
of bread to be made. You can run on the 
boulevard, or there’s Riverside Drive at Grif¬ 
fith Park, or Forest Lawn Drive off the free¬ 
way. A friend of mine made a hundred bucks 
at Forest Laam a few weeks ago. There are 
regular run-offs there, sometimes 200 cars. 
Well, there were until last week. Some guy 
totaled his car, so now the heat’s on.” 


meet some friends near schooL ‘The cops,” he 
says, smiling, “aren't on to it yet There’s noth¬ 
ing like this in HoustoiL Here, the average 
guy my age races himaelf, or knows somebody 
who races. You go to practically any one of 
the drive-ins, you’ll find guys looking for a 
race.” 

Though a tour of the bargain-burger drive- 
ins is apt to produce a sense of de/a-vu, Bob’s 
in Van Nuys is indisputably the mecca of 
teen-age street-racing. “EvarytxKly,” says Jim¬ 
my, “knows about Bob’s.” 

On diis particular Friday night, it’s easy to 
believe that everybody knows about Bob’s. 
The line of cars waiting for an empty slot 
stretches from the side-street entrance to the 
comer and then a block down Van Nuys 
Blvd. In front of the restaurant, beneath the 
pink neon legend “Bob’s Home of die Big 
Boy,” 30 or BO brighdy costumed car-watchers 
are observing the processkm. 


Sfree# Racing 
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Street Raring 

however, ii unruffled. *The Man,” he aayi, 
'^don't bother us none.” 

Under Stietdi’s benevolent guidance, cme 
moves from group to group exchanging 
names and handshakes, a bit surprised at how 
little of the co nv e rsa tion conoeras cars. Final¬ 
ly, however, an argument breaks out between 
a boy of about 19 and an older man standing 
before the open hood of a silver-and-turquoiae 
Chevrolet The boy, pointing at the car, is 
screaming in very nearly a falsetto, "Man, you 
ain't got nothing. I can whip you any time.” 
The other, apparently the Mr's owner, keeps 
shaking his head and repeating, "I don’t want 
to hear none of that ju«t lemme see your 
money, come on, lemme see your money.” 

Stretch is palpably amused by the dispute 
"If that boy showed him some green,” he con¬ 
fides betwMn chuckles, "that cat would up 
and die” Why? "Cause he ain't hot that’s 
why. If he was, he’d keep that hood shut 
dowiL” Well, suppose the boy had opened die 
hood? 

A pained look crosses Stretch’s face "No¬ 
body,” he explains patiendy, "ever toudies no¬ 
body elae’s hood.” 

Stretdi’s own bullet-colored Corvette is 


Big Willie, at center "promoter" of street races in oreo of 43rd 
ar*d Vermont, negotiates with driven. Street-racing fern studies 
the instrument ponei of o hot cor while below o young street- 
racer inspects the front end of o specially-rigged Fdim hot-rod- 
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parked in the shadow of the wardiouse, look¬ 
ing in the light, Hh* a rfi ght ly hlnat»*l 
torpe^ Oddly, the Vet’s hood k open, but 
thk, it seems, k a sort of mockery, since the 
motor k camouflaged in aluminum casing. In 
the car. Stretch’s girl friend, an attractive 22- 
yeor-<rfd redhead named Linda, k weaving 
her torso in time to transistorized rhythm and 
blues. 

Stretch k waiting for someone called 
‘T*opa,* the owner and driver of a ’62 Ford 
whidi k rumored to have a ram-charger, a tre¬ 
mendously powerful racing engine. Stretdi 
has never met nor qxdcen srith Pops, but de¬ 
spite thk seemingly insuperable commimica- 
tkms gap he’s confident that Pops will be 
here. Street racers, he suggests, work in mys¬ 
terious ways. 

While he k waiting. Stretch takes a pint 
bottle of Chivas Regal and some colored pa¬ 
per cups from the glove compartment, and 
pours an inch or two of whkky into the cups. 
"What should we drink to?” be asks, raking 
hk cup. “To the Vet," Linda proposes. They 
drink to the Vet 

Pops and the Ford arrive about midnight, 
and the effect k galvanic. Everyone, some¬ 


how, seems to know who Pops k, and ediy he's 
here. The block-party apait e va po r a tra , and 
the a tmosphere, for the moment k roughly 
that of a frontier town before die big shoot¬ 
out on Main Street 

Pops, rotund and rumpled, k hardly a cast¬ 
ing director’s conception of a s tr ee t racer. 
Still, he does have the requisite cool, as, eyes 
strait ahead and smiling dnnly, be walks 
slowly toward the Vet ignoring the stares 
that follow him. When he reaches the car, be 
looks at it and shakes hk head. *Corvette,” be 
says, adding an obsce ni ty. “Bad sc en e.” 

T* hen, turning to Stretch, he asks, “Think 
3 rou can take my Ford?” 

“Think so,” Stretdi replies. 

“So do L” says Pops. “But FIl race you any¬ 
way—if you will give me two car length.” 

“I ain't gonna give you nothing,” Stretch 
says. “My transmission k shot the clutdi k all 
tom up, and you come here snth your ram- 
charger and ask me for space” 

“I ain't got no ram-diarger,” Pops protests. 

“Show me,” Stretch challenges. 

“No, man,” says Pops. 


The haggling drags on, the number of pur¬ 
ported automotive afflictions mounts, and one 
slowly becoDoes co nvin ce d that either Stretch 
and Pops, or perhaps both, are colossal liars. 
Finally, Stretch offers a concession. 

“You see thk girl here,” he says, placing a 
hand on Linda’s shoulder. “Race me even, and 
ni let her drive” 

The concession, naturally, k a ploy, one of 
Stretch’s favorites, since Linda k an exper¬ 
ienced and expert street racer, but Pope ulti¬ 
mately agrees to the arrangement “No space 
but the girl drives.” The race k set for three 
ajn., at Century and El Segunda The bet k 
$300. 

Unlike the anticlimax at Forest Lawn, the 
Centtuy Boulevard denouement k nothing if 
not dramatic Allowing for the din of two 
powerful motors turning over at 6,000 revolu¬ 
tions a minute, everything k serene until the 
race gets under way. 'Then, about a block 
from the start, the Ford unaccountably goes 
out of control, careens wildly to the right, 
strikes a concrete embankment at 40 m.pJi., 
caroms back across the road, and finally 
comes to rest on the traffic kland. 

It k all on the order of one of those awful 
anti-hot-rod movies with titles like Death 
Takes the Wheel. Now, following the script, 
one joins the rush for the Ford, but ... ^ 
door swings open and out steps Pops. 'There’s 
blood dripping from a gash on hk forehead, 
but he k still smiling that tight little smile. 
When be inqwcts the Ford, thou^ the smile 
fades. From the front, the car looks like a par¬ 
ticularly ugly Pekinese, and, beneath the 
caved-in hood, the motor k in pieces. It will 
be months before he can afford another ram- 
charger. 

It k nearly 4 am. when the Ford, towed by 
some Samaritan station wagon, lurches around 
the comer, leaving the street deserted, until, a 
few minutes later^ an Adohr milk truck swings 
around the comer and starts down Century 
Boulevard; all you can hear k the rattle of the 
milk cases. 

month or so later, a story in the morning 
paper pr om pts a phone call to the Hollywood 
Division of the Los Angeles Police E)epart- 
ment The facts, the sergeant says, are these: 
On Friday night, August 12th, at four minutes 
after 10 o’clock, scnne 400 persons gathered in 
a service station on Forest Lawn Drive were 
surprised by a carefully plaiuied and execut¬ 
ed police operation involving 25 squad cars, 
seven unmarked cars, and nearly 100 mea 
Sixty-six persons were arrested, and 29 cars 
impounded 

A second phone call, thk one to the Holly¬ 
wood Tow Garage where the impounded cars 
were taken, reveals that of the 29, a dozen 
were unmistakably modified for racing. 'The 
owner of the garage especially remembers a 
1957 Chevrolet with fuel injection and 12- 
inch slkks. 

“When the fella came to pick it up,” he re¬ 
calls, “he said be didn’t mind paying the im¬ 
pound fee at all He said he’d make it all back 
on the next race.” 
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